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blood to save her life. I am sure of it. So would I. But
what was the use of thinking of transfusion (even if I had
had the instruments) when there were no means of
arresting the flow of blood? It would only have pro-
longed her agony. But this China boy would have died
for her, as would I. Such was the power she had. And I
had not even the power to save her from bleeding to
death!

"Towards daybreak she regained consciousness, awoke
from the drugged sleep. She opened her eyes, which were
no longer proud and cold. The heat of fever glowed in
them as she looked round the room. Catching sight of
me, she was puzzled for a moment and needed an effort
to recall who this stranger was. Then she remembered.
She regarded me at first with enmity, waving her arms
feebly as if to repel me and showing by her movements
that she would have fled from me had she but had the
strength. Then, collecting her thoughts, she looked at me
more calmly. Her breathing was laboured; she tried to
speak; she wanted to sit up, but was too weak. Begging
her to desist, I leaned closer to her, so that I should be
able to hear her lightest whisper. She regarded me
piteously, her lips moved, and faint indeed was the
whisper that came from them:

" 'No one will find out?  No one?'

" eNo one,' I responded, with heartful conviction. 'No
one shall ever know.5

"Her eyes were still uneasy. With a great effort she
managed to breathe the words:

" 'Swear that no one shall know.  Swear it.5

"I raised my hand solemnly and murmured: *I pledge
you my word.5

"She looked at me, weak though she was, cordially,
gratefully. Yes, despite all the harm I had done, she
was grateful to me at the last, she smiled her thanks.
A little later she tried to speak again, but was not equal
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